TUMBLING  IN   THE   HAY
Maria volunteered, not so much to aid the diagnosis
as to exonerate the house.
The patient looked anything but pleasant as she
lay on her side with her teeth showing in a fixed grin.
" Have ye a jug of water, Maria ?"
" What's wrong ?" I asked Vincent. " She hasn't
got a fit ?"
"For God's sake don't be talking," said Vincent
scornfully. " Did you never see them hysterical
before ?"
" What will you do ?"
" Give her a dash of this," said Vincent, lowering
the jug, " and leave her to dry herself when she
wakens up."
" It seems a bit heartless."
u Heartless ? It's the Weir Mitchell treatment.
If it wasn't heartless it would only make them worse."
" Worse ?"
" Yes, she might wake up with a fixation."
" Fixation ?"
" Yes; an amorous fixation on you or me."
" Are you quite sure you have enough water in that
jug ?" I asked Vincent, for I was full of solicitude for
poor Minnie Maypother.
" Glory be to God," Maria exclaimed, " the skate's
roe will be fried to a cinder 1"
There must have been a lot of fun going on when we
were curing Mercedes, for when we got back to the
dining-room a very tall, grey-haired woman was asking
for a bit of string.
A porter held out his belt. She fastened it above
her knees to tighten her skirts, and before you could
say " knife " she was on the table standing on her
head. What a supple frame for so big a woman,
and how deceptive those few streaks of grey ! Not
satisfied with tumbling upside-down she began slowly
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